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• Our Bulletin is very much like the 
Dance Magazine and the Dance News by the 
time it is printed the news is stale. Our 
39th Summer Course was one of the largest 
and most satisfactory ever. PEGGY LYMAN's 
course was absolutely great - intelligent¬ 
ly presented and always with that divine 
body in front of you - for you to admire or 
envy. It is a magnificant instrument. 
JULIE WALDER's Jazz Course was equally 
well presented and varied. If Julie's 
personal charm (which is rare) could be 
taught it would be a miracle. We are 
living in an age when it seems to be a sin 
to be charming. Our Ballet and Character 
Courses were actually over crowded but 
because they were orderly everyone profit¬ 
ed by them. Next summer will be our 40th 
consecutive Summer Course (and may easily 
be our last). Plan your time so that you 
may be a part of it. In the past the 
school had many special courses - the 
Pantomine Course - the Music for Dancers 
Course - and Special Teachers Courses. 
Over the years we have also had guest 
teachers for our pupils. These included 
MARGARET CRASKE, SONIA WOIZIKOWSKI, 
GERTRUE JORY, NANA GOLLNER MIA SLAVENSKA, 
BILL GARY, LILLIAN MOORE, MARY SKEAPING, 
JOAN LAWSON and KIRSTEN RALOV. The policy 
of introducing other teachers to our 
pupils was something I learned from Mr. 
Bolm who introduced me to Veschlev 
Swoboda, Berge, Alvarez, Montero and James 
Hess who was unable to do a thing with me 
in tap dancing. 

Summer always brings welcome vistors 
out of the past...BILL REILLY taking a day 
off from his own school in Milwaukee - 
GILDO DI NUNZIO we wonder how he is taking 
the Metropolitan closing - DAN REILY home 
from The Hague where he seems to be very 
content - SCOTT SCHLEXER one who remains 
in Ballet Theatre - ROBIN BECKER leaving 


the Modern scene on the west coast and 
returning to the New York area - KIRSTEN 
RALOV here with the beautiful Royal Danes 
- BUD TYGETT home for the first time in 
ages from Huntsville Alabama - and local 
people we do not often see - JOHN USRY - 
JOAN STONE - MARIE & NICOLE FINITZO and 
MARGE KERINS. 


The entire school was saddened by the 
death of little SARA HOFFMAN who was 
fatally injured in a head on collision in 
Skokie. It was indeed a very tragic acci¬ 
dent. Our sincere sympathy to PAULA, her 
mother, also a pupil in the school. 


The dates of our annual concerts held 
at St. Alphonsue Athenaeum Theatre have 
been changed to May 1st, 2nd and 3rd. 
Working with an entirely new cast needs 
more time. 


PORTUGAL HOLIDAY 

Back in the early 30 1 s when I first 
began to travel by air - skies were really 
"Batchelor Button Blue" - at 12,000 feet. 
Now days, some fifty years later skies are 
no longer "Batchelor Button Blue" but pale 
milky colors as far up as 37,000 feet. 
What does this prove? Only that the human 
race is fast polluting the air with its 
gasoline and diesel fumes - burning trash 
- cigarette smoke and with commercial 
smoke and waste. And no one realizes or 
admits just how much our atmosphere has 
been impaired. I now understand the 
photos of the earth sent back from our 
boys on their trip to the moon. Our 
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planet was not a clear blue and green 
haven - it was behind a opal escence 
screen of smoke and fumes. What can be 
happening to our lungs? In Europe where 
gasoline is two to five times what we pay 
for it in the States, diesel is used more 
and its affect on the air is worse. 

August is not the ideal month in 
which to travel but if we are to travel at 
all it must be August. Every means of 
transportation is jammed with ill mannered 
humanity with squalling children. Not 
until you are locked into your expensive 
hotel room do you find peace and quiet. 
Even then you may be disturbed by some 
drunken revellers far into the night. One 
is reduced to taking a pill and covering 
one's head with a pillow. 

This year's vacation was all in Por¬ 
tugal - our fifth trip to this lovely 
country. In 67, 71 and 73 it was a dream 
country - clean-sparkling white buildings 
splashed with flamboyant bougainvilleas. 
Then their short revolution in '74 with 
all its political graffiti spoiling so 
much of its cleanliness and stark beauty. 
The communists (the minority) are always 
the loudest and the most destructive. 
This is still evident today but not as bad 
as when we visited in '78. The cab dri¬ 
vers all speak of the good days before the 
brief revolution. A traveler meets mostly 
those natives interested in their country 
being a democracy. And there are those 
who now believe their best days were 
during those of the Dictators. 

It is the people who make a country - 
give it its character and do all the con¬ 
structive things that make their country 
work. The agitators do neither. And more 
recently the black eye the Russians have 
made for themselves - one wonders why 
anyone in their right mind would want 
communism. 

Basically the Portugese people are 
very industrious and hard workers. Their 
country is. for the most part a pile of 
rocks - with every possible square inch 
producing grapes - cork - almonds - olives 
* nce - corn - citrus fruits and immense 
truck gardens. And even the poorest home 


has its plot of blooming plants. The most 

spectacular is the flamboyant bougain¬ 
villea - often with a giant morning glory 
type vine crawling to the tops of trees 
and over fences. Equally exciting are the 
lavender-blue and orange thunbergias 
crepe myrtle - oleander - hibiscus - pale 
blue plumbago - and sky blue agapantha. 
The hydrangeas, oleander and fuschias seem 
to grow wild everywhere. One sees also 
all the common garden variety of flowers 
and with a very special nod to their 
dahlias which are opulent. 

The beautiful lace work and embroi¬ 
dery one sees everywhere is the hand work 
of the women whose hands never seem to 
stop. Sitting in the parks gossiping and 
conversing with their friends their hands 
go automatic. The folk fairs and the 
stores display their finest work for rea¬ 
sonable prices. 

The small Portugese children are 
truly gorgeous reminding one of the 
Murillo paintings in the Prado. Their 
large laughing eyes with an angelic ex¬ 
pression is usually framed with ringlets 
of curls. If one smiles their faces re¬ 
spond immediately and an attempt at con¬ 
versation is under way. The boys remain 
attractive into their late teens and the 
girls mature early. The older people are 
short, often dumpy (seldom fat), gay and 
charming. 

This year we traveled to the north 
for the first time to Oporto, Bucaco and 
Luso. This area is mountainous with dense 
dark forests. Oporto is a very old city 
with quaint narrow streets and is probably 
more typical in its Portugese architec¬ 
ture. The city is more commercial so 
naturally its air is more polluted and the 
haze so dense their tree clad mountains 
are a faded light blue. As in all Por¬ 
tugal's cities it is built on hills and 
its streets are steep and sometimes not 
more than alleys. This is the region 
where the port wines originated and they 
are very special. This season they were 
pushing a white port with a tart taste 
much different than American white ports. 

I was impressed with the number of book 
stores in Oporto - two or three in every 
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block and what is more they are not all 
devoted to politics. Every city seems to 
have six or eight newspapers of its own. 
Almost everyone has either a book or a 
newspaper in his hand or is reading one. 

We spent two idyllic days in an old 
castle at Bucaco buried in a mountain area 
of ancient forests. Living in a castle 
sounds luxurious and spacious but you have 
to wait until noon for hot water. The 
other drawback was being confined to the 
castle grounds and their five to seven 
course luncheons and dinners. However, 
the grounds with their elaborate formal 
gardens could occupy much of ones time. 
Fourty gardiners were required to care for 
the flower beds each surrounded by minia¬ 
ture clipped hedges. On Sundays many 
wedding parties are married in the castle 
chapel and are photographed in the gardens 
afterward. In the woods about the castle 
grounds were many beautiful walking trails 
lined with blue hydrangeas and semi tropi¬ 
cal palms and shrubs. 

We had been in .and out of Lisbon so 
many times without spending time there 
that we really had no idea of its beauty 
and charm. From our hotel window we had a 
stunning view of the city towards the bay 
and downtown area. Near our hotel and 
tucked into the middle of this city of two 
million people is one of the most beauti¬ 
ful Botanical Gardens imaginable. Quiet 
and peaceful on the hillside - heavily 
forested with rare trees and shrubs - it 
is a haven from the city noises and as 
close as it is no sound or sight of the 
city is possible. It is lovingly cared 
for by an army of gardiners who must be at 
it constantly for it is completely devoid 
of dead leaves or twigs. Oddly it has 
more bird life than human...and they adore 
it. I can only suppose that the natives 
do not use it that much because of the 
city's magnificant boulevards. The main 
Avenida-da Liberdade extends from the 
business district inland up to the War 
Memorial in the Eduardo the 7th Park. 
This boulevard is probably 350 feet across 
with three more than average streets for 
traffic. Each are separated by wide tree 
embowered walks lined with benches where 
people stroll and gather in gossiping 


groups. At the end of the Avenlda is an 
unusual covered garden (Estufa Fria) of 
tropical trees and flowers. This is al¬ 
ways crowded with people - both natives 
and tourists. 

The Gulbenkian Foundation spends a 
small fortune on art in Lisbon and one of 
the prizes is the Gulbenkian Museum of 
Art. The structure compares in beauty of 
design to the exquisite National Museum of 
Anthropology in Mexico City. This museum 
has a very impressive collection of Old 
Masters and contemporary art and with a 
very special oriental collection. The 
Foundation also finances a sizeable Ballet 
Company which was not performing in 
August. 

Especially around Lisbon - Estoril 
and Cascais the architecture shows many 
influences - Moorish - Chinese and Orien¬ 
tal. It becomes rather thoroughly digest¬ 
ed into a style typically Portugese. It 
is always intrinsically artistic and with 
a fascinating use of tiles. The tiles 
intrigued me because a disign never seemed 
to be duplicated. I had the feeling that 
once a design was used it was destroyed 
not to be seen again. Often the entire 
side of some public building or Church 
would have some historical scene in blue 
and white tile. Even the poorest home 
somewhere has its tile design incorporated 
in the facade. While we did not visit 
Sintra this year I shall never forget Pena 
Palace a 8th century Moorish Castle with 
its elaborate tiled interiors and exteri¬ 
ors. 

There is a surprising variety of 
landscape in all of Portugal - the verdant 
Minho contrasting with the rugged austeri¬ 
ty of Tras-os-Montes. The Douro region, 
covered with the vineyards of the famous 
Port witne. The Beiras, flat near the 
coast, and then developing into the high 
Estrela range, gives regions of great 
charm, such as the Vouga and Mondego 
valleys. The vast water meadows of 
Ribatejo for rice fields, and on the 
plains herds of cattle and horses roaming 
wild. The Alentejo, with its endless 
fields of wheat, its olive and cork-oak 
groves. The Algarve, with its indented 




coas-mne-am} excellent climate is ideal 
for winter holidays. 

At every turn of the road one comes 
on century-old villages, a local fair or 
some colorful festival. The markets and 
festivities differ considerably from one 
province to the next, in the customs of 
the people and their dress, in the dances 
and handicrafts. 

The coast, along which one finds 
smiling .seaside towns and picturesque 
fishing villages and countless beaches 
with fine golden sand. 

Owing to the influence of the Gulf 
Stream and to other factors, Portugal has 
an exceptionally good climate with short 
mild winters (we were told} and long 
gloriously (we know) hot summers. As hot 
as it maybe in the afternoon come sundown 
there is always a lovely cool breeze from 
the sea for a good night's sleep. 




